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Foreword by Xabi Alonso


I WAS SIX YEARS OLD WHEN REAL SOCIEDAD WON THE COPA DEL REY. I don’t remember watching the game and I was too young to remember the street parties but everyone in San Sebastián knows the footage of that penalty shootout like they were there in Zaragoza in the stadium themselves. Every player who stepped up to take one of the kicks against Atlético Madrid that day, and the goalkeeper Luis Arconada, are heroes to Sociedad fans, and we consider John Toshack one too.


John is a very important figure to both Real Sociedad and to the city of San Sebastián. He is very popular because of his personality. It is always noticed when John is around because he has so many different perspectives and opinions about so many things because of what he achieved. He loves it there too. As well as managing the club three times, for a total of more than eight years, he also had a column in the local newspaper and wrote a great book in Spanish about his first years in the city called Diario del galés – diary of a Welshman – which most of us from there have read. He is a very charismatic person for us.


I was lucky enough to play for some very, very good managers during my career and I would include John as one of those, for sure. He was so important for me. He gave me my first chance to prove myself and, as a football player, you need someone that first time to trust in you and to see something different that you might bring to the game. Not every manager has the ability to do that. In my case, it was John who was crucial to my career because, if he hadn’t put that trust in me, I don’t know what would have happened.


I was just 18 when I started working with John and, actually, the situation at Real Sociedad at the time was quite complex. I was on loan at Eibar along with a young striker called Joseba Llorente and the manager of Real Sociedad was my father. The team was not doing so well. My father resigned and John was called back to San Sebastián for the third time in his career with the job of rescuing the club from relegation, and his first move was to bring back Llorente and me from our loan.


John saw something in me and he put me in the team as a central midfielder, which was incredibly brave considering the importance of the position. He tried to make me a little bit quicker than I was but it really didn’t work. I was no quicker at 18 at the beginning of my career than I was at 35 at the end of it, or at any point in between, but that didn’t matter. I had other qualities and that’s what John saw. If you’re not fast, then you need to have that vision, that clear anticipation about what’s going to happen. Then you work and the routine gives you more fluidity to take those decisions and your mind becomes quick and so does what you do with the ball, even if your legs are not.


John gave me a lot of responsibility and that made me want to prove myself and improve. It was a big call for John. We stayed in La Liga and those first months were incredible for me. John was able to unite the foreign players, the Basque players and the youngsters under one banner very quickly because of his experience in football as well as the region.


John and I have followed similar paths in our careers at times and, for sure, the strong connection between Liverpool and Real Sociedad played a part in my move to Anfield. To me, Liverpool was familiar because of what John had done as a player there and because of the story of his gesture in that special game when he returned with Swansea, as a manager, just after Bill Shankly had died.


Liverpool was a different place when I was there. I was with Rafael Benítez and the long line of Boot Room managers was over by then, so I didn’t recognise the training methods which John had used when I got to Melwood. I wouldn’t have known the history of Liverpool like I did without John and he came to watch me play at Anfield some years after we had worked together. It was amazing to be there together with him in that context.


*











Prologue:
Learning more from defeat than victory


IT WAS AT THE CLIFTON HOTEL, IN SOUTHPORT, IN MARCH 1982, WHEN Peter Robinson and John Smith offered me the job as manager of Liverpool Football Club for the first of two occasions in my career. After three European Cups, four league titles and nearly seven years in charge, Bob Paisley was set to step down and, having taken Swansea City from the depths of the Fourth Division to the top of the First within four years, I was a natural choice to take charge of the club where I’d made my name as a player and won nine winners’ medals in the process.


I’d left Liverpool still a young man at just 27 years of age with what would normally be plenty of years as a player still ahead of me, but circumstances had dealt me a different set of cards, setting me on the path to management instead.


For all the work I’d done in South Wales, for everything I’d built down there, Liverpool was a very special club to me. Anyone who’d played under Bill Shankly and Bob Paisley had been very lucky. It had been a footballing education there like no other and, if I’m honest, a lot of what I did at Swansea I did with the thought at the back of my mind that one day Liverpool would come back for me. On that day in 1982, they had.


I hadn’t always gotten on famously with Bob but it was him who’d recommended me for the position and, when I walked out of that meeting, I left thinking that Bob would finish out the season and I’d take over the following year. But that’s not the way things worked out. Almost immediately, Bob woke Liverpool up from the club’s less than glittering form that season and, in doing so, I can only guess that he woke something in himself as well. With his ambition renewed, he went on to mastermind another two league titles and as many League Cups. Meanwhile, everything for me went downhill at Swansea. At the time of that meeting, my stock as a manager had never been higher. Swansea were riding high in the First Division and considered dark horses in the title race. Just eighteen months later, everything would fall apart but, to paraphrase Bill Shankly, sometimes you can get more out of a defeat than you can a victory.


Very often, I find myself repeating Shanks’s words. Anything he might have missed was more than made up for with Bob Paisley at his side; man-management and tactical nous together. They were so different and an ideal pair.


Bob knew Shanks like the back of his hand. He knew how to get what he needed from him. They never had a coaching badge between them at Liverpool but the basis of everything I’ve ever done in coaching, I learned at Liverpool between 1970 and 1978. I’ve never seen anything to change my mind since. It’s paying attention to the small things, what Shanks called ‘The Recipe’. He had a phrase that he would always come back to time and time again – the most important things in football were important fifty years ago and they’ll be important fifty years from now.


I had four good years under Bill Shankly at Liverpool. We won the league, the FA Cup and the UEFA Cup too, but that was the second great side he’d built and, after fifteen years in charge of the club, in the summer of 1974 he decided enough was enough and stepped down. It might not have been the madness you get as a coach at Madrid these days but the pressure of running a big club takes its toll. Bob Paisley, of course, stepped up from his role as number two and guided the club to an era of even greater glory, of which I was glad to be a part as well, and I was lucky to be there for much of that because, even from early on, I felt that Bob wasn’t quite on my side. He never disliked me in a personal way. I just think that maybe he preferred other players. That’s the feeling that I had.


Bob didn’t have anything to do with signings when I joined the club. He was Shanks’s number two, a physio and a coach, and I never felt like I was quite his cup of tea. Certainly for a few years, I never had his confidence, and that was confirmed when he signed Ray Kennedy from Arsenal in 1974 and subsequently tried to move me on. But I got back into the side and I scored some important goals, which endeared me a little bit more to Bob. He saw that understanding I had with Kevin Keegan and he knew it would be beneficial to the club, even if it hadn’t been his original plan. He had a good mind for the game. He was a shrewd judge of a player and he knew how to get what he wanted out of a team. Even if the two of us didn’t get on that well, I wasn’t blind to what a good manager he was.


It’s hard to say how successful I would or wouldn’t have been if I had become the boss at Liverpool in 1982. After Bill and Bob, I’d certainly have had some big shoes to fill. What I do know is that without their guidance, I’d never have got that phone call in 1984 after I’d finished at Swansea that sent me on a different path altogether, managing different clubs and countries across Europe and North Africa.


You can’t be quick on all decisions. Some take longer than others, some are more difficult, but you have to make them. If you’re in football management, you can’t sit on the fence too long or you’ll fall off. Anyone will accept it if you need another 24 hours to think, but the time comes when we all have to make decisions and, when I look back on it now, I’ve never been frightened of making them, whether it was to go to Real Madrid, to return to San Sebastián, to take the Wales job or even to leave it after just one game in charge. When you look back over my career, you can maybe say that one call or another might not have been the best idea, but I like to think I got a lot more right than I did wrong.


As it turns out, saying yes to that phone call in 1984, taking that offer to work abroad for the first time in my life – that was one of the easiest decisions I’ve ever had to make. I never thought about how long I’d be away or where it might lead. I just knew at that moment that working abroad was what I wanted to do. That I’d end up working across three continents, in ten different countries, winning trophies in five of them, managing Real Madrid twice and becoming the only manager to win all three Spanish cups with three different teams, it never crossed my mind that such achievements would be possible. I just knew I wanted a change. I wanted some sunshine and Portugal had all of that for me. But that was 1984; there’s plenty to tell before then . . .


*











1
Beginnings


RELATONSHIPS SHAPE THE PEOPLE WE BECOME.


My managerial career was shaped by my experiences as a player and the characters that guided me, firstly at Cardiff City and then at Liverpool. Both clubs offered the best education I could have wished for.


My father was a Scotsman, Bill Shankly was a Scotsman, and my Cardiff manager, Jimmy Scoular, was a Scotsman too. They had the same values. They came from villages. They had that same strong, proud, no-nonsense work ethic. There’s certainly something in that Scottish temperament that makes for great managers. Not all Scots are great managers and not all great managers are Scots but, if you look over the years at Shankly, Matt Busby, Jock Stein and Alex Ferguson; you’ve got four there who are right up the top. I’m Welsh all the way but maybe the Scottish influence rubbed off on me.


I’ve worked in a lot of different countries and I’ve been asked whether my sense of adventure stems from my father. It was a big decision for him to choose to leave his family and settle in South Wales, as he did, with little scope for communication with the farm where he grew up back in Dunfermline. Returning to Scotland then felt like a trip to the Arctic.


One trip a year was all he could afford. We used to go up as a family for two weeks every summer: me, my parents and my brother, Colin. We’d rent a Standard Vanguard and take it on a fourteen-hour drive from Cardiff. There were no motorways. We’d leave at four o’clock in the morning, stopping in a layby for a hot meat pie at lunchtime somewhere near Lancaster. Then it would be up over Shap in Cumbria, across the Kincardine Bridge and over the Firth of Forth, before finally arriving at the farm at seven in the evening. There was a real spirit of adventure. Motorways now make the journey a lot easier.


In 1958, when I was nine years old, the Commonwealth Games were being held in Cardiff and the city centre was decked out in ribbons with all the flags of the nations flying on the lampposts. I’d have preferred to stay to watch the sport, but my father’s holiday time was limited so up we went to Scotland where, instead, I played football with my seven older cousins.


At the age of eleven, I was fortunate enough to have witnessed Jock Stein’s first foray into management when he took the job at nearby Dunfermline and my cousin Johnny took me along to watch them play.


My father, George Toshack, was a pilot in the Royal Air Force and based at St Athan in the Vale of Glamorgan when he met my mother, Joan Light, who was a Cardiff girl. They were married in December 1947 and I was born just over a year later in March 1949. I don’t think they’d known each other more than eighteen months and there was never any question of my mother moving to Scotland.


My father was well respected. Before the war, he was a carpenter par excellence. He came to know everybody in the trade in South Wales and Cardiff and everyone knew him. I can see this classic photo of him wearing a tie, his carpenter’s apron and a pencil behind his ear. The people who worked for him spoke so highly of his abilities.


I worked out pretty quickly I would not be a carpenter, having hammered a nail through my own thumb. My father took me back to my mother and told her I was costing him money. He suggested it might be safer for me to do something else. That was that.


We might have had very different professions but the way my father went about his business had a big influence on me. He taught me the importance of discipline in the workplace; a pride in performance. I think this is something that has slowly ebbed away from football and maybe this explains why I’ve fallen out with a few people along the way.


For a young footballer, my father also had what I think is the perfect approach as a parent. You see a lot of parents on the touchline these days shouting away at their kids and giving them a grilling before and after the games on what they need to do and where they’ve gone wrong, but you need to let a good coach do the work. My father knew better than to interfere. He was more likely to be hiding behind a tree to make sure I was focused on my game.




My mother was very proud of me in a more open way than my father. She didn’t mind everybody knowing that she was my mother. She’d always be quick to point out to people what I’d been up to. My dad didn’t like too much fuss. My mother was a wonderful woman, she really was. The most important influence they had on me together was to give me the space to make decisions for myself. I think they were aware of the kind of boy I was and I don’t suppose I was ever going to let anyone decide anything for me. I always had a clear idea of what I wanted but, all the same, they could have got in the way of that and they never did, and that’s easier said than done as a parent.


Decisiveness is an absolutely key attribute of a football manager. When you’re in charge of people, you’ll find you’re faced with decisions virtually every minute of the day. Whether it’s about player selection, buying and selling, working with injuries, organising pre-season friendlies, anything; you need to say yes or no. Perhaps some of those smaller details are taken away from managers in the modern era but, ultimately, the buck still stops with you and you need to have the courage of your own convictions and be able to make up your mind. And, for me, from an early age, I wasn’t frightened to make a decision.


The experience you gain from making your own decisions is something that has gradually been taken away from footballers now, and that’s had a big knock-on effect for those looking to get into management. When I was playing, there were no agents telling you what they thought you should do and taking their 15 per cent. I had just my father, my mother, my brother and myself, and the final decision – and the responsibility – was mine alone.


The change began thirty years ago. Players now are so cosseted there’s a whole part of them that never grows up. I might ask a player what he thinks about the interest we’re getting from another club to buy him and he’ll start telling me what his agent thinks. I’m not interested in what his agent thinks. I want to know what he thinks.


It’s very difficult to see yourself as others see you, but if I had to define myself it’d be as someone who has never been afraid of making a wrong decision or a mistake. I just felt, from an early age, a sense of authority. Life is about making decisions. You can’t say maybe. Maybe is, for me, not a word that tells me anything. If someone answers something I ask with a maybe, I feel like retracting the question.


If I’ve been able to do that, that’s partly because I’d been making up my own mind for a long time. I was captain of the school baseball team, captain of the cricket team and captain of the rugby team too, so I grew up getting used to making decisions.


I played football all the time, whenever I could. I’d even get my mother to make me sandwiches so that I could spend the time I was supposed to be eating lunch at school playing football instead. Eventually, one of the older boys told my sports teacher about me and I was picked for the Under-11 school side at Radnor Road Juniors when I was just eight years old. My sports teacher, the late Roy Sperry, must have had a lot of confidence in me because elevating a kid by a few years to a new level wasn’t normal practice. By then, I already knew that football was what I loved most of all. I played all sports but soccer always had that edge over everything else. If I lost at those other games it didn’t really bother me but when I lost at soccer it hurt.


My parents, though, were insistent that I achieved some kind of academic grounding. I passed my eleven-plus and went to Canton Grammar School, but the problem we had there was that the school didn’t play football. It was rugby only. So on Saturdays, I played rugby for the school in the morning and soccer in the afternoon for Pegasus, the local team in the Cardiff District League; when I dislocated my shoulder playing rugby for the school it meant I missed a trial for the Cardiff Schools’ football side, which put me off rugby a little bit. When the chance came round again, I got my go at the city-wide team and I got in along with a Canton Grammar School pal of mine called Dave Gurney. That made our school think twice about playing soccer and very soon Canton was fielding a team in the grammar school tournament, the Ivor Tuck Cup.


At fifteen, I set a record in the town team and racked up 47 goals in 22 games by the end of my first season. I made it to the Welsh Boys’ side where I scored a hat-trick in my first game, a 3–1 victory against Northern Ireland at Swansea in the Victory Shield.


Suddenly, invitations to trials at Football League clubs began to arrive. A few of the lads in that Welsh Boys’ team with me – Roy Penny, Cyril Davies, the Slee brothers – and I were invited up to Tottenham for a trial in the autumn of 1964 with Bill Nicholson’s Spurs. Spurs had an ex-international called Arthur Willis who had played for Swansea and eventually settled in Wales, and he was always on the lookout for new Welsh talent for the club. Willis had been one of the key players in Tottenham’s push-and-run team that had first won the title in 1951. And, at the time, Tottenham had Terry Medwin, Cliff Jones and Mel Hopkins – all Welsh internationals who were playing in that double-winning team of the 1960s. So, Arthur took all of us young boys up to London and we spent a week training at White Hart Lane and staying in the White Hart pub itself, right on the corner of the ground. We were back home maybe four or five days before I got the letter in the post. It said thank you for your time but, unfortunately, you don’t come up to the high standards required of Tottenham Hotspur Football Club. It was a real blow at the time. Every time I scored a goal for Liverpool against Tottenham, I’d remember that.


I was invited up to try out for Don Revie’s Leeds side and Stan Cullis’s Wolves as well, but I rejected both offers after that experience at Tottenham. I wanted to stay at home in Cardiff and take the extra year at college my parents wanted me to, so I signed amateur forms at Cardiff City, aged sixteen, in 1965.


Signing for Cardiff was a big deal personally. I’d stood on the top of the Bob Bank stand and watched them play every week for as long as I could remember. Football was the be all and end all right from the beginning. I’d arrive home from school and get straight out on the street. I played with a tennis ball against the side of a house across the road. It was football, football, football, and then here was this chance to make it my life for the club that I loved. It was also a chance to play alongside the man who, for me, was the very best in the game – John Charles.


I remember having seen John on television playing for Wales. I remember him going to Juventus. I had old cine film footage of him that I’d watch over and over again. I totally idolised him. And then, there I was, playing a couple of matches with him in the Cardiff City second team. I trained with him. I observed him. I observed how he headed a ball. I cleaned his boots.


Mel Charles was John’s brother and he was a fine player too. I still laugh now when I remember how Mel would get his words all muddled up. He’d have the dressing room rolling on the floor when he complained that his Hercules tendon was sore or when he crossed the Tyne Bridge for the first time and commented, ‘Look at that bridge! There’s some agriculture that’s gone into that!’


There were a lot of players who smoked in those days and they’d offer the cigarettes around, but John would only offer one to Mel and Mel would only offer one to John. They wouldn’t offer them to anyone else. John used to joke that Mel was so tight that he wouldn’t send his kids to school because they had to pay attention. When you saw the pair of them together, they were amazing specimens and, of course, my game was based around a very similar style of play to them with their ability in the air. John was at the stage in his career where he’d finished in Italy. He’d left Juventus, returned to Leeds and then headed back out for a spell at Roma, before signing for Cardiff to play professional football in Wales for the first time in his career. By this time, John had developed problems with injuries. His knees had started to cave in, but he always had a bit of time for me and I was very grateful for that. He eventually took over the Welsh Under-23 side in which I played, so he managed me a bit too.


For me, John Charles always was the greatest footballer. We talk about the likes of Cruyff, Messi, Pelé and the rest, but there weren’t and still aren’t many players who could play both No. 9 and No. 5, and still be the best in both positions. I remember whenever Wales played at home and Juventus were not prepared to release him to play, the Welsh FA would ask them not to say anything until the day of the game, because if people thought John was coming there’d be gates of 40,000. If he didn’t come, the attendance would drop dramatically. That was the pull that he had.


He made an enormous impression on me. He used to give me little tips in training sessions, like the sort of movement I should be making when the ball comes in from a cross; if the keeper follows it, you knock it back where it came from to make him change direction. It’s harder for the keeper that way. These are things I’ve since passed on as a manager to my players. John was always telling me what it was like at Juventus and what it was like living in Italy. Considering my wanderlust later in life, I’m sure John’s words had an impact on my mindset.


Another major influence on me at Cardiff was Jimmy Scoular, the manager. Jimmy was a tough customer. He’d made a career as a no-nonsense tackler with a temper to match, and he wasn’t about to change his ways now that he’d moved into management.


Cardiff had been relegated from the First Division in 1962 and Jimmy had arrived at the club just one year before I had to turn its fortunes around. He’d favoured a youth policy at the expense of some of the older stalwarts still left over from Cardiff’s days in the big league, but had quickly realised that he still needed to keep a few of those old heads around for their experience and bit more balance. I don’t feel embarrassed to say that, as a sixteen-year-old, I was frightened of Jimmy. I think it’s a good thing that players sometimes are a little intimidated by their manager. A healthy respect goes a long way. It means you can’t take liberties. You didn’t mess about with this fella. If he told me to do something, then I did it. Fortunately, Jimmy liked me. I think the fact that my father was a Scotsman, and grew up just over the Forth from where Jimmy had in Livingston, helped a little bit. Jimmy didn’t always see eye to eye with John Charles, though. He and Mel weren’t always his favourites. I think Jimmy became frustrated with the injuries that the two picked up, and it was one of those injuries that gave me my first chance.


I was sitting in technical college on a Monday morning in October 1965 when one of the junior professionals at the club, David Houston, came running in to say that John Charles and one of the other key players, Barrie Hole, were both injured and that I had to fly out to Liège for the second leg of our Cup Winners’ Cup tie against Standard. Cardiff City may not have been in the First Division but, since 1961/62, UEFA had offered a single spot in the Cup Winners’ Cup to any Welsh winners of the Welsh Cup, and Jimmy had quickly realised how important both the experience and the gate receipts could be to the club if we were playing in Europe each season. In the nine years that Scoular was at Cardiff, he made sure Cardiff City won the Welsh Cup seven times.


I was less worried about making my debut than I was thinking what Jimmy might do to me once he found out I didn’t have a passport. I’d never flown anywhere in my life. In the end, I had to go down to the post office and apply for one of those temporary versions. I forged my dad’s signature because I couldn’t find him in time but I don’t suppose Interpol are going to be after me for that one fifty years later.


I was an unused substitute in the end but there was drama for me off the pitch when, along with two other Cardiff lads, Georgie Johnston and Bernard Lewis, I ended up in the local jail for disturbing the peace. The three of us were sitting by the hotel pool eating some very overpriced sandwiches when Georgie and Bernard decided it would be a good idea to pick up one of the chairs and throw it into the water as a protest. I can’t remember which of the two it was that ended up hurling the thing in but, when I looked up at the window behind us, there was someone on the telephone to the police, who promptly came and picked us up. I thought my career was over before I’d even kicked a ball when Jimmy Scoular walked into the constabulary to get us out. Jimmy was furious on a good day, so you can imagine him at that particular moment.


There were a few rogues in that Cardiff City side; a few older ones that led me astray, and I think Jimmy knew his players and what had happened. So, he gave me another chance and a few weeks later, in a match against Leyton Orient, on 13 November 1965, I walked onto the pitch as player at Ninian Park, the ground I’d been going to all my life as a fan, not one mile from the house where I grew up. Twenty minutes in, I replaced Graham Coldrick, who’d picked up a knock to his knee, and, at 16 years and 236 days, I became the youngest player to step out as a Cardiff Blue – a record that stood until Aaron Ramsey took that honour some forty years later. Five minutes before the end, I scored my first professional goal at the Grange End. The irony is that Paul Went, the Orient lad marking me, was only just sixteen himself.


Not many managers would place so much faith in a sixteen-year-old and it’s something I’ve never forgotten in my own management career. I don’t think I really had the characteristics that Jimmy Scoular would normally want in a player, but he still trusted me. Maybe I lacked a bit of the aggression that players needed in those days to survive, but that’s normal for a teenager playing against seasoned pros looking to kick lumps out of you. I always felt it was about brain more than brawn. If I thought my way around the field with intelligence, I could overcome the more physical aspects of the game. I don’t think I’ve ever been an openly aggressive player like others might have been, but I learned to look after myself on the pitch. Jimmy had the sense to let me start to do that and I have an awful lot to be thankful to him for.


I stayed at Cardiff for five years. We never really achieved that much in the league, certainly to begin with. We only avoided relegation to the Third Division by a single place in my first two seasons and managed a mid-table finish after that, partly thanks to the strike partnership I formed with Brian Clark. He arrived at the club in 1968 after his time at Huddersfield had not gone so well. There were quite a few forwards at Cardiff when I started off – George Andrews, Terry Harkin, George Johnston. There had to be lots in those days because we were still playing very front-heavy formations. When Clarkey came in there was a change to a more defensive shape but it didn’t matter, because the two of us really hit it off and scored goals by the hatful. We had two or three good years where we looked like we were going to get up to the big league but it never quite happened. We got very close in the Cup Winners’ Cup too, which gave me a ton of European experience at a very early age – we were involved in the competition five times during the years I was there. Liège did for us that first year in the first round in 1965/66, but we were only inches from the final the next time we qualified in 1967/68.


It began with victories in the first two rounds against Shamrock Rovers and NAC Breda. Then, in March 1968, we took one of the longest ever away trips in the Cup Winners’ Cup when we played Torpedo Moscow. It was the middle of winter and Moscow was covered in snow and ice, so the venue was switched to Tashkent, now the capital of Uzbekistan, over 2,000 miles further away from the Soviet capital. We played a league match at Middlesbrough on the Saturday, travelled down to London, stayed there that evening, flew out to Moscow the next day, trained in a gymnasium underneath the Lenin stadium, and then got on the plane on the Monday for Tashkent, within a couple of hundred miles of the border with China and Afghanistan; part of the old Marco Polo run on the Silk Road.


It was one of the poorest places anyone could ever imagine. We took tins of corned beef and bread with us and we’d queue up outside Jimmy Scoular’s room for our rations. We lost the game by a single goal and then won the home leg by the same margin. This was in the days before penalty shootouts decided these things, so it went to a third game at a neutral venue – which turned out to be Augsburg in Germany – where Cardiff came out winners. So, Second Division Cardiff City found itself in a semi-final against a very good Hamburg side with West German internationals like defender Willi Schulz and striker Uwe Seeler, who scored over 400 goals for his club and 43 for his country. We fought hard and came out with a 1–1 draw in the first leg away. It looked like we were headed for another replay with the score at 2–2 at Ninian Park but Seeler fired off a bit of a nothing shot from distance in the dying minutes. Our keeper, Bob Wilson, didn’t quite get his whole body behind it and it was Hamburg who went through.


The next year we went out to Porto in the first round after receiving some pretty horrific treatment over there. I think they must have started the building work in the hotel we were staying in especially for our arrival and some of the players were attacked by Porto fans on the pitch at the final whistle. It could be very hostile away in Europe in those days but it was all part of an important learning curve for me and, it didn’t matter the competition, I was scoring goals for fun: 17, 31 and then 22 in consecutive seasons.


I’d had offers from other clubs such as Bobby Robson’s Fulham, but none of them seemed quite right. Cardiff was my hometown club. I used to walk to work; the training ground was only twenty minutes from my house. I never wanted to do anything else other than play for Cardiff City. But then you play more games, you’re involved in more big matches, and you see how professional football works. You want more of that and you want to know whether you’re good enough to play at a higher level.


Liverpool were watching me and I knew the club’s chief scout, Geoff Twentyman, had been to Ninian Park on a couple of occasions, though I didn’t take much notice of him because it was normal to see scouts around. There were scouts at all sorts of games, but when I saw Jimmy Scoular walking up the hill to our house that Sunday morning in November 1970, I knew what he was coming over to say. Liverpool had offered £110,000 for my services and that wasn’t the kind of money that Cardiff could turn down.


It was difficult because we were going really well in the league and we were in with a great chance of finally getting promotion to the First Division. Some people have since said that when Cardiff City sold me, they stopped trying. They threw away their chances of going into the top flight. I have a different view on the matter now than I did at the time, having been a manager and seen so many similar situations that I’ve had to deal with myself. But I was a player in those days. In the end, I just felt it was good for Cardiff, getting £110,000, which was a club transfer record for both Liverpool and Cardiff, and it was good for me because I was getting a chance to go to one of biggest clubs around – so everyone, in theory, was happy.


Bill Shankly was a massive draw. Shankly embodied Liverpool. I felt I could trust his judgement and it was a big confidence booster for me to think that somebody like him wanted me. So, I thought this was the right opportunity.


Dialogue with Bill was sometimes challenging, however. Everyone was so much in awe of the man. We hung on his every word. He only ever talked about football. Fortunately, he liked me. He signed me and I was one of his favourites. He was in the army, in Barry, in South Wales, and he used to box a lot. He knew I was Welsh and so he’d tell me about his time there and how he used to go up to the Rhondda Valley to watch boxing. He had an obvious affinity with the place and the people, and I think that’s probably part of the reason he took a shine to me. He was the best man-manager I ever met and later a wonderful friend and mentor during my run as manager of Swansea City. I cried unashamedly on the morning I heard he’d died.


When I made my debut for Cardiff as a sixteen-year-old, I was earning £12 a week with an extra £8 for a first-team appearance and a bonus of £4 for a win and £2 for a draw. By the time my move to Liverpool came, I was up to £40 per week. At Liverpool, I earned £80 per week plus add-ons, which included a crowd bonus of £2 for every thousand tickets sold over 48,000 spectators. Anfield held 54,000 at the time. Shanks once asked all the players to go home over the summer and come back after the break and tell him how much they thought they were worth to the club, and what their pay increase should be. It was the summer of 1973 when we had just won the UEFA Cup and the league championship – Liverpool’s first major honours for seven years. I asked for a pay rise of £70 per week. He gave me £90. I went out of his office delighted but, by the time I reached the car park, I realised he’d had me down for a rise of £100. I couldn’t turn back, though. Years later, when I was manager, I brought that incident up with him. ‘Aye, John, son,’ he said, ‘I saved ten pounds a week on you but you weren’t the only one.’


You’re not defined as a manager by your playing career or by those that you’ve previously played under. There are a lot of top managers who never played at all. Neither is it just a case of playing under a decent manager in order to become a good one. At the end of the day, you’ve got to be yourself. You can remember things that happened, you can remember training sessions and you can remember what a certain manager did in certain situations, but temperament plays a big part.


There are a lot of great players that have gone into management and haven’t been able to handle defeat in the proper way or haven’t been able to accept players with less ability than themselves when they played. As it turned out, I didn’t have to wait too long as a player before I found out whether I had what it took to sit in the hot seat myself.


Roy Sperry, Jimmy Scoular, John Charles, Bill Shankly and my father: they’ve all passed away now but they are often in my thoughts and very much alive for me with the words they have said and the impact they had. I owe them so much.


*
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Liverpool and the Kop


A PERSISTENT INJURY CAN PLAY HAVOC WITH YOUR CAREER. ONE moment, you know exactly who you are and where you’re going. Then injury turns up and it knocks you sideways – your confidence, your ability, your position in the team and the livelihood of both you and your family. But the reality is that an injury, like all big life events, does not necessarily have to be a negative.


When I signed for Liverpool as a 21-year-old, in November 1970, I’d picked up an injury to my ankle the day before with Cardiff and I was terrified that the deal would fall through, but Shanks assured me that it didn’t affect his plans. I played my first game for Liverpool against Coventry just three days later when I shouldn’t have. They really wanted to get me fit to play. So, I played and I struggled a little bit, and Bill and Bob Paisley could see it.


The step-up at Liverpool was a lot to take in. I arrived at Lime Street Station with Sue, my wife at the time, and Shanks was there with the media to greet me at the platform. ‘You’ve gone from Sunday school to church,’ he said to me in that gruff Ayrshire accent of his. ‘Do you want a steak, son? I’ll take you to the best steak restaurant in town,’ and off the three of us went to the Lord Nelson Hotel where Shanks would often treat the team.


Making that step-up, you’ve got to have doubts about yourself, whoever you are; anyone’s going to get them, and having that niggling injury didn’t help. Of course, in those situations, it’s important if you can that you get off to a good start, but it wasn’t the best game. We drew 0–0 and Everton were next up in the Merseyside derby at Anfield. There was little time to settle in. Everton were First Division champions, with Howard Kendall, Joe Royle, Alan Ball and the like, while we had one of the least experienced Liverpool teams ever, including other derby debutants like Brian Hall, Steve Heighway, Alec Lindsay and John McLaughlin. Everton were in mid-table but they were still favourites.


The first half was a cagey affair, as is often the case in big games like this, and we went in at half-time with no score. By the hour mark in the second, though, we were two goals down; the first a sublime chip from Alan Whittle to catch Ray Clemence off his line and the second a close-range header at the back post from a towering Royle. We were shell-shocked. Then Heighway got one back from a typically dazzling dribble all the way up the wing, along the byline and into the net. With fifteen minutes to go Stevey pushed up the left once more, crossed the ball and I outjumped Brian Labone to put us on level terms. Then, shortly afterwards, I flicked on for Chris Lawler to fire in our winner with just five minutes to go; 3–2, one of the all-time great derbies. A game like that, you never forget.


There was no pampering at Liverpool. It was sink or swim. The doubts don’t disappear completely when you score a goal against Everton but it helps, and to get off the mark, particularly in a game of such importance, it really helped a lot. It wasn’t just me who felt the joy of the moment. We were a young side; the beginnings of the second great team that Bill Shankly and Bob Paisley would build. Shanks had won promotion back to the First Division for Liverpool in 1962 after nearly a decade away, then two league titles in 1964 and 1966 and an FA Cup in between, but that first team reached a critical stage in early 1970, a watershed moment they’d call it. It was a game where Liverpool lost 1–0 in the FA Cup sixth round to Second Division Watford and Bill and Bob decided it was time to rip it all up and start again. Out went Ian St John, Ron Yeats and Roger Hunt, and in came Emlyn Hughes, Heighway, myself, Ray Clemence and Larry Lloyd. He signed a group of us all from teams outside the top flight; Emlyn came from Blackpool, myself from Cardiff, Clemence from Scunthorpe, Lloyd from Bristol Rovers, and there were more later.


The scouting had been carried out by the famous Geoff Twentyman, who trawled the lower divisions for players that other clubs had missed. We were in our early twenties when the new generation came in, and those first days of 1970/71 were an eye-opener for us all. We only finished fifth in the league that year, but we conceded fewer goals than anyone else and remained unbeaten at home; good signs of something solid to build on and the kind of form that saw us get very close in a couple of cups.




Liverpool had also finished fifth in the 1969/70 season, which meant the club had qualified for the Inter-Cities Fairs Cup. It was the last year that the competition was played before it was replaced by the UEFA Cup, and the club had made it into the third round by seeing off Ferencváros of Hungary and Dinamo Bucharest in the months before I’d arrived. I scored the only goal away from home against Hibs, which gave us the platform to put another two past the Edinburgh side at Anfield in a game which I missed through an injury.


Now, playing in Europe was not a new thing for me but our quarter-final opponents were a different level. While Liverpool were on the brink of a great generation, Bayern Munich were about to be just as successful with the great Sepp Maier in goal, Franz Beckenbauer and Hans-Georg Schwarzenbeck at the back along with Paul Breitner next to them, and then Uli Hoeness and Gerd Müller hammering shots at your goal. All six would go on to win the 1972 European Championship in Belgium and the World Cup with West Germany in 1974, as well as a hat-trick of Bundesliga titles from 1972 to 1974 and three European Cups back-to-back between 1974 and 1976 for Munich. This was an incredible side. I’d faced a few of them in Frankfurt as a twenty-year-old for Wales in a 1969 friendly. Somehow we’d escaped with a 1–1 draw. Two years on Müller, who scored that day, had just won the World Cup Golden Boot, the European Golden Shoe and the Ballon d’Or. All the talk in the newspapers was about Munich and how Liverpool was going to cope with Müller but, in the end, the tie was over before we got on the plane to Germany for the second leg.


Alun Evans had been signed by Shanks from Wolves in 1968 as a successor to Roger Hunt. The club had paid £100,000 for him as a nineteen-year-old, which made Evans the most expensive teenage footballer in Britain – a lot of money considering he’d only scored four goals for Wolves. He played in almost every league game in his first season, scoring seven times, and just when he was getting things going the next season he was attacked in a nightclub in Wolverhampton and had a pint glass smashed into the side of his face, which left him with deep cuts around his right eye and a lot of scarring. That was something that caused him a lot of problems, and there had also been all the responsibility and expectation on his shoulders, which was a bit too much for him – he never really recovered while he was at Anfield. Not a tall lad, he was very busy; I had been signed to play alongside him but it never really happened. He was out for the first four months of the season after a knee operation held him up for a lot longer than anyone anticipated. So, when he started that night against Munich, his first full game back after the lay-off, no one was expecting too much from him. It proved to be his finest moment in a Liverpool shirt.


Evans scored a hat-trick against one of the most difficult opponents you could ever meet. The first was a big hit on a cross from Heighway, the second a knockdown from me from a free-kick and the third a poacher’s finish after Emlyn Hughes had a shot parried by Maier. The Bayern coach, Udo Lattek, had blamed the frozen pitches in Germany for Bayern’s below-par performance. They hadn’t played for three weeks but it didn’t matter. It was a big win and a 1–1 draw at the Sechzger Stadium in Munich finished it off for us when Shanks got Ian Ross to man-mark Beckenbauer all night and stop them creating anything like the four goals that the Germans would need. Bayern, for me, with Beckenbauer and Schwarzenbeck to play against, were among the toughest opponents I ever faced. They were very strong and I was comparatively young at that stage. I remember coming off and thinking it had been a bit too much for me, and it was the same feeling when we faced Leeds United in the semi-final.


Leeds against Liverpool was a big fixture at that time. Shanks was just rebuilding his team, whereas Don Revie’s great Leeds side still had a bit left in them. We were new to that level and we were finding it tough going against them. Norman Hunter and Jack Charlton, the centre-backs I had to deal with, were at the peak of their powers and tough customers, very strong in the tackle. They were so solid in the first leg at Anfield, so hard to break down, and it was a single header from Billy Bremner that gave Leeds the advantage. It was the only goal scored in a grinding tie. Both sides were knocking on the door in the second leg at Elland Road. Ian Callaghan and I hit the woodwork but it was no good, and it was Leeds who went on to beat Juventus in the final and become the last winners of the competition before it was changed into the UEFA Cup the following year.


April 1971 wasn’t the end of all our cup dreams, though. We still had a date with Arsenal at Wembley in the FA Cup final to look forward to. We had taken out a few smaller sides until the sixth round when we were drawn at home against Tottenham Hotspur. The Londoners were stubborn opponents, determined not to lose at Anfield, and the game went to a replay at White Hart Lane. In the end the tie was decided by just one goal; but it was the performance of Ray Clemence that will be remembered from that ninety minutes. You’d look back down the pitch and he’d be putting in save after save to keep us in it. There was a period of sixty seconds where the Spurs striker, Martin Chivers, who already had 31 goals that season, saw three dead-certain strikes saved by our keeper. One was virtually point-blank range. It was Steve Heighway who did the damage for us off one of my knockdowns and it meant a semi-final showdown with our city rivals, Everton; the first all-Mersey affair at this stage in the competition for twenty years.


The city was buzzing with all the talk around the game but I was just as interested in the other semi-final, Arsenal vs Stoke City, because my cousin, John Mahoney, played centre-midfield for the Potters. ‘Joshy’, as we called him, and I knocked about plenty as young lads, playing football. A few years later, from 1973, we were both turning out for Wales together but in 1971 it was a Toshack/ Mahoney FA Cup final that I wanted. We’d kicked a ball around as boys imagining just this when we’d visited his family in Manchester, pretending to commentate on the game.


Liverpool’s preparation for the game against Everton was hardly ideal. We were only back from our second-leg Fairs Cup game in Munich about 48 hours before we travelled to Old Trafford to face the Toffees. The game in Germany had been delayed, so there was only enough time for light training on the Friday before we were off to Manchester the next morning. After just ten minutes, Everton’s Alan Ball opened the scoring and we struggled to offer any threat until after the break. Brian Labone was marking me. I wasn’t making it easy for him but I didn’t have it my way in the air as much as I’d wanted. In fact, at half-time, Shanks told us to play it on the ground more, but when Labone limped off after 51 minutes, what authority Everton had with their lead began to disappear. Just a few moments later, Heighway put the ball through to Alun Evans to level and then on 73 minutes, a high cross came in close to the Everton keeper Andy Rankin and, without Labone protecting him, he had to come for it and I went in to challenge.


I had two ways of going up for a header. If the ball was coming in from the right, I’d have my left eye looking out at the goal and the keeper. If he wasn’t coming, I’d go full throttle to head it at goal, but if he was, I’d go up with my left arm raised a bit, protecting me and, rightly or wrongly, making it difficult for the keeper to get a clean catch on it at the same time. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Rankin making his move. I knew he was coming for it, and he clutched at it but couldn’t hold on and the ball dropped to Brian Hall, who was as surprised as anyone to see it land perfectly in front of him. He just hooked it in and the Stretford End exploded. From there, it was ‘You’ll Never Walk Alone’ through to the final whistle. Arsenal did for Stoke after a replay the next Wednesday but, for me, in my first season, to be going to an FA Cup final was still an incredible achievement. My immediate memories from that date, 8 May 1971, meander to colours and textures. We played in heavy, red, long-sleeved, woollen shirts on a roasting-hot day at Wembley, up beyond 32 degrees, and Arsenal had these lightweight material, yellow tops with short sleeves. I turned my ankle in the first ten minutes. Bob soaked it with a sponge at half-time but I didn’t want to take my boot off because I had a feeling I’d never get it back on again if I did.


Liverpool had had a few strikers who’d been injured. Tony Hateley had left in 1968; Bobby Graham and Alun Evans were finishing about that time and I was the new kid on the block who was struggling to make an impact. I felt the pressure. I was always aware at Liverpool how fierce the competition was. They’d sign a new striker every summer, and to begin with I hated it, but I got used to the idea and, of course, it was most often to keep the current players on their toes as much as it was to replace them. I knew I must have been a decent threat though, because the Arsenal goalkeeper Bob Wilson had been told to come out and help his centre-backs in the air whenever possible. He was out like lightning for everything, so much so that Steve Heighway caught him out for Liverpool’s goal. It was in the second minute of extra time after the first ninety had ended goalless. Wilson miscalculated and this gave Steve the space he needed to score at his near post. Unfortunately, Arsenal’s Eddie Kelly levelled it ten minutes later and then Charlie George scored his famous double-winning goal and lay down on the turf, leaving a tired Liverpool nine minutes in which we couldn’t make the difference. It was disappointing, but we were a new team and we were still finding our feet.


That first season, we’d overachieved in many ways. That Wembley day had come just a little too early for us, really. With a little more experience (and short-sleeved shirts) we might have taken it home. The club was planning for the future and a big part of that would be the signing of Kevin Keegan. I came into Anfield one day and Kevin was sat on a dustbin outside the dressing room waiting for someone to come and find him. I knew who he was because I’d seen him in the press conference after he signed from Scunthorpe, so I introduced myself. He went down on the coach to Wembley for the Arsenal game with all those who weren’t playing, and stayed in the team hotel. The following season, our partnership came to life.


Pre-season was very methodical at Liverpool. First was fitness training, then they’d have a thirty-minute practice match after ten days where they’d leave the grass long so it made the game slower. Three days later, they’d cut the grass shorter and we’d play sixty minutes. Then shorter again and for ninety minutes, giving everyone a chance to ease themselves in.


One summer’s day we were playing one of those pre-season practice matches, the first team against the reserves. Normally, the reserves would win because they were so determined. They’d try that little bit harder and the first-teamers didn’t want to get themselves injured.


Shanks had signed Kevin Keegan to replace Ian Callaghan in midfield originally, but he’d seen something in the first of those thirty-minute matches and put him up top with me. We beat the reserves 3–0 – something that normally didn’t happen – and, afterwards, Shanks asked Kevin how he’d feel about starting that season as a striker. In our opening league game against Nottingham Forest, I got the ball to the byline, cut it back, Kevin scored and our dynamic duo was born.


It was never the plan to sign Toshack and Keegan so they could play up front together for Liverpool. It just happened by accident. The most difficult thing of all in management is to get your team scoring goals. You can organise teams and you can get teams to be difficult to beat but normally you have to buy a goal. It’s very difficult to teach your team to score. You can work on finishing all day and you can get players who strike good balls and finish well, but the art of being in the right place at the right time, you’ve either got it or you haven’t. It’s almost impossible to teach players that. They need maximum concentration. They need to know their teammates very well. They need to be able to smell where the danger is, where a chance is going to appear before everyone else realises it and, when the ball comes, they have to be able to finish well too.


I’ve never seen anybody work so hard at their game as Kevin did. To come from Scunthorpe, to play six years at Liverpool, become captain of England, sign for Hamburg and become European Footballer of the Year; you don’t get that without his kind of attitude. He never, ever stopped. He had everything. He was a professional and played every ninety minutes like they were his last. He made bad balls into good ones; long balls that looked as though they were going out, that a lot players wouldn’t even bother to chase, he’d get after them and keep the ball in play. People always talk about Kevin on the ground and Toshy in the air but, if you look at the goals we scored, it was all round – left foot, right foot, everything. Too often, people remember the surnames of Toshack and Keegan but it was Toshack, Keegan and Heighway. Every aspect of attacking play between the three of us, we had it. There were players that I couldn’t get the better of in the air, but Kevin and Steve could find a way. Sometimes Steve had problems wide on the left, but then Kevin and myself could get through the middle. And Kevin sometimes found himself man-marked out of a game, but I had the measure of my centre-back in the air, or Stevie would create something. It was very hard for any team to keep us out.


I remember playing against Chelsea in a league game at Anfield in 1973. They had this big lad called Micky Droy. He was huge. One newspaper later summed him up nicely as ‘six-feet four-inches of hard-core centre-back, who had an unsentimental way with a headed clearance and who, from 1971, gave fifteen years of no-nonsense service to a mortifyingly declining side’. Any ball that came straight down the middle, I had no chance. He’d win the lot. So, I went out to wide areas of the field and Micky would follow me. Now, I wasn’t involved too much in that game but nor was Micky, and we won 1–0. Kevin did the damage, with him and Stevie a threat in the space that was left behind. I remember Micky saying to me as we came off the pitch, ‘Ah, you never scored today, Tosh,’ and I replied, ‘No, well done, Mick, you’ve had a good match.’ Players seemed quite happy when I hadn’t scored, even if their team had lost the game. Very often, it’s what you do indirectly that counts and we never had to talk about it, Kevin, Stevie and myself. We were all intelligent enough, football-wise, to know where, when and who could make the best inroads. I seemed to have a lot of success in Europe because, in those days, they maybe weren’t as strong as some of the big centre-backs at home.


It was the beginning of the 1972/73 season when things began to get tricky for me at Liverpool. We had lost the league the previous year by a single point on the final day of the season with a draw at Arsenal, when I’d had a perfectly good goal disallowed for an offside that never was. Our form at the beginning of that 71/72 campaign had been mixed. Initially, I was in and out of the team a bit while Shanks was searching for his best pair up front. I’d started well but the goals had dried up a little and I was dropped in December while Alun Evans and Bobby Graham were tried with Keegan, but neither of them hit it off with him. In the meantime, I scored six goals in the three reserve games I played, which was enough to show the coaches what they were missing and I was reinstated towards the end of January. Whether it was my presence or not, I couldn’t say for certain, but it was around that time the team finally gelled. That second side that Shanks had been building really came together and off we went on a fifteen-game unbeaten run that saw us shoot up the table from tenth into second position by April. We were knocked out of the cups over that difficult autumn and winter, including the Cup Winners’ Cup, which we had qualified for because Arsenal were already playing in the European Cup. I wasn’t in the team when we’d met that brilliant Bayern Munich team for the second year in a row. They were out for blood this time and dispatched Liverpool in the second round with a 3–1 scoreline in Germany in the second leg, after a stubborn 0–0 at Anfield where they were determined not to give it away this time.


We only conceded five goals after January in that 1971/72 season and two of those came in our FA Cup defeat to old enemies Leeds United in a fourth-round replay at Elland Road. Unfortunately, one of the other remaining three was in our penultimate game against the team just behind us but on the same points in third place, Brian Clough’s Derby County. Derby’s defenders, Roy McFarland and Colin Todd, for me, were the best centre-half pairing in the league that season. They were super players and the old Baseball Ground was always a shocking place to play football. In the winter, it was an absolute bog right through the middle. Your feet would sink in the mud. They wouldn’t allow games on it these days; it was like playing on quicksand. In the spring sunshine that mud would bake hard and the ball would bounce around all over the place. Derby took the two points, as it was, with just the one goal in the second half of a niggly kind of game; not exactly one for the purist, but that was enough for Brian Clough’s men to take on holiday to Spain while they watched and waited for Liverpool and Leeds to play out their final games in hand. Leeds needed a draw or better at Wolves and we needed them to lose as well as two points of our own at Highbury.


Arsenal had just lost the cup final to Leeds two days before but if they were tired they didn’t show it. A point for them would mean that even a loss to Spurs in their final game would give them a finish above their north London neighbours, which was maybe what gave them the strength. All the same, we were the better side that day. Unlike when we had faced them at Wembley the year before, this was a game we deserved to win. We nearly did when Emlyn hit the crossbar in the first half and Kevin missed with an overhead kick on the rebound which only just went wide. The big moment, though, was in the final minutes of the game. We didn’t know it at the time, we were just playing for our lives to get the points, but Leeds were getting beaten at Molineux 2–1. The championship was there for the taking when I put the ball in the net via a shot from Keegan. I was so used to Kevin’s play already that I ran in at the far post in case he dragged his initial shot off-target, which he duly did. I think I was onto it before the linesman really knew what was going on and it was unfairly chalked off. It was the 89th minute and we’d come agonisingly close. To this day, in my mind, I know the goal was good.


So, with two seasons gone and two close calls, I went back to training for the 1972/73 season with a real vigour. The thought probably spurred me on too much. I was working maybe a little too hard and did some damage to my leg. I felt the strain in my thigh during a pre-season fixture against Blackburn Rovers up at Ewood Park but I played on, thinking it was just a question of fitness. Back at Melwood for training on the Monday, though, and it hadn’t gone away, so I went into the medical room. In those days, Liverpool, and other clubs, didn’t have proper medical staff. There wasn’t the same equipment and apparatus. Bob Paisley was the physio and, on more than one occasion, including mine, they paid for it.


Bob, Joe Fagan and I knew there was a problem but we all wanted me to play. It was fiercely competitive at Liverpool and I didn’t want to lose my place. It wasn’t all on them. The decision was made to give it a good massage; a bad decision as it turned out. They should have just put some heat or ice on it, but no. They massaged a muscle that they shouldn’t have massaged and it ballooned out. Bob and Joe were anything but experts. I went out after the massage. I jogged around two laps and it went again. I could see it getting bigger and bigger and I could feel my whole thigh getting tighter. It was a bad pull, and it was never given the time to properly recover that year with a constant rush to get me back on the field for both our league and UEFA Cup campaigns.


You see, it was one thing to play in the First Division and another to play at Liverpool. When you played at Liverpool, you were in European competition every year. You were playing Saturday, Wednesday, Saturday, Wednesday; it was a real slog. There was no time off. Plus there was all the travel and there was no rotation. They won the championship one year and only used fourteen players. If Shanks couldn’t rely on you, then you began to drift from his thoughts. All the players from that time will have a story about how Shanks ignored them if they had an injury. You’d be blanked, like you didn’t exist. I’m not sure why he did it. It certainly made everyone terrified of being unfit, and maybe that was the point. Maybe it was just his way of managing his expectations. He didn’t want to be wondering whether you could play or not and then be let down. Maybe it was just easier for him to forget about you, and if that meant the players did everything possible to make sure that didn’t happen, then so much the better.




Wales were playing Poland during the time I had this injury, and I think the staff at Liverpool suspected that I was maybe easing off, trying not to play for the club beforehand so that I could play for my country. However, it was genuinely another spell when I couldn’t figure out what was going on with my leg. I went into the medical room with my problem and Joe Fagan put me on the treatment table, with the electrodes from this machine sending pulses through the muscle of my thigh, and he said he’s just going up to see Peter Robinson, the club secretary, for a few moments.


Now, with these machines, once it’s on you, it’s on you. You’re strapped in, and I had to sit there until Joe returned. So, Joe went out the door, and I’m on the table listening when I hear Shanks outside shouting, ‘I’ll tell you what, Joe. He’ll play for us before he plays for Wales! If he’s not fit for us, then he’s not going.’ Ten minutes later, Joe came back in and I have to tell him I’m not happy about this conversation with Shankly I’ve just overheard. ‘Shanks?’ he says, ‘I’ve not seen him.’ Now, whether that trick worked or it didn’t, or whether you think it was clever or not of Bill Shankly as a way of getting a message to me, you can decide for yourself, but that’s what he was about.
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